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SLOPER BRINGS HOME THE GOOSE. 


“ For the life of me I really can't find it in my heart to be angry with Poor Papa—e is so thoroughly Christmassy. At this festive season he literally bubbles 
over with benevolence, and joviality and goodwill beams in his kindly, if somewhat bleary, cye. His behaviour in waking us all ve at 3 a.m. on Christmas 


morning was, of course, highly inexcusable ; but, as he subsequently explained, it's not often he wins a goose in a raffle, and he just had one tiddley to celebrate the 
occasion, and got the Dook, Bob, and Billy to guard him safely home. Well, well, this is Merry Christmas, and many of ‘cm to you all, my dears." —Toortsts. 


THEY CAME UP FOR THE CATTLE SHOW. . BEHIND ON BOXING NIGHT. “A ROCUE AND A VACABOND.” 
—~— 


CHAPTER IT. 


ABouT a hundred and seventy-seven years ago Joe Powis 
was engaged by Joe Paterson to act the part of Lord Bur- 
lvigh in the tragedy of The Barl of Esser at Windmill Hill, 
near Moorfields, “which was then the place of resort for 
the lower class of spouters in and near London.” 

It being stated in the bills that Lord Burleigh was to be 
performed by “a young gentleman, being his first appear- 
ance on the stage, the curiosity of the public was somewhat 
excited, so that there was a full house,” but, unfortunately, 
Lord B, was dressed in the shabbiest manner, and “ being 
little better than a compound of rags and dirt, it was with 
some difficulty the Minister of State went through his part 
amidst the laughter and ridicule of the +pectators.” 

Joe Powis, crawling home to the cellar he slept in and 

ssing through Ludgate Street, saw a gentleman who said 
ne had dropped three guineas but had picked up one of 
them. Joe happening to find the other two kept one for 
himself and gave the other to the owner, who, not knowing 
he retained one, insisted on his drinking a glass of wine 
and thanked him for his civility. Shortly after this he 
observed a fellow pick a countryman's pocket in Smithfield. 
2 : A cry of “Stop thief!” was raised, and the pickpocket 

Old Porkins, Wull, as we're up in tuwn, we might as well stop Pe . dropped a bag, which Joe managed to pick up unobserved. 
on for Christmas, Lizzie (to nervous young Hothlush, who hasn't spoken for the last Goiug into a public-house he examined the contents and 

Old Ramkins, 1 be roight on it, surr! fire minutes). Now, let's change the subject. fuund them to amount to over fifty pounds. which he soon 
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equindered. Going to St. Dunstan's Church at the time of morning 
prayers, he hid himself in the gallery till night, and then stole some 
of the prayer-booka, One he sold toa bookseller in the Strand, and 
while a lady, who had lost it was enquiring of him if such a book 
had fallen into his handa, Joe Paptene! to stop to speak to a 
gentleman in front of the coor, The bookseller, recognising the 
young thief, called him in, and the lady bursting into tears asked 
whether his name was not Powis, and said, “1 am sorry for you 
and for vour poor father whom you have caused so much unhappi- 
ness.” The bookseller alxo knowing the father gave up the book 
and let Joe go on his promise to refund the money. But he never did. 

The following incident will show what a pet paltry trade ix 
that of athief. Joe baving returned home and being employed by 
his father in fixing new jocks upon some trunks belonging toa 

h lady, found one of linen that was too full. Taking some out 
he discovered a very heavy little box and in it more than £200 
worth of jeweilers, on which he consulted a friend as to the best 
method of dispusing of it, The friend advised him to melt the 

ald and throw the jewels into the Thames, This being agreed to 
se friend was given the jewels, but—they did not reach the 
water, The gold suld for eleven guineas, of which Joe got seten as 
his share! 

About this period Joe fell in love “and called on the girls’ 
mother to ask permission to "y his personal respects to the 
daughter, to whom he pretended that his grandfather in Yorkshire 
would leave hima large sum of money, and he showed her some 
counterfeit letters, appearing to have the post-mark on them.” 
Pretending ke had gone to Yorkshire to get his grandfather's con- 
sent to their union, he went instead to sce the Heggur's Opera, 
“He was greatly shocked at the appearance of Macheath on the 
stage in his fetters, and could not forbear retlecting ou what might 
be his own fate; yet within a week he broke open a cook's shop, 
and stole sume articles, the sale of which pote him a guinea,” 
On the following day (these were merry times) he called at New- 
gate, and treated the prisoners to the amount of seven shillings ; 
and on quitting the jail he met two girls whom he knew and with 
them went to Hampstead, where he treated them to the amount of 
twelve shillings and sixpence, so that only eighteenpence remained 
of his last ill-gotten guinea. 

He was hanged at Ty burn on the 9th of October, 1732, at the aze 
of 22 sears, “after adinonishing the spectators to take warning by 
his fatal end, and expressing the utmost detestation of the irregu- 
larities of his life.” 


BILLIAM THE BLOODSTAINED. 
ANNOTATED BY ALEXANDLY, THE KLOODLESS Boy. 


CHAPTER II.—/( Continued. ) 
"Twas, indeed, a fearful night that the dauntless boys passed with 
the dead man’s bones in the Haunted Inn, A terrific storm raging 
without aie ee our leaving the grizzly horror. Besides, we 
were afraid of the storm. The first rays of the sickening daylight 
brought us courage. We collected the gold beneath the broken 
down skeleton, and we were stunned to tind it amount to FIFty 
Pousps. We had something left to eat from over night, and we 
found some tea in a canister, We made up the tire and sat down 
to breakfast. All agaiu was awfully silent, 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
—— 
°° Costecroutess® wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope ere enough to contain the 
contributions sxbattled. Dv not inclose loose stamps, 


Certainty, you ought to, Soccer. With the utmost pleasure, 
Frep. You should hare protested, S0L0, At the time the car 
was led, Sorry, Miss Louisa WILSON, That we cannot comment 
now, Better not, we think, INJosTicE ; Lt would only caxse a row. 


—— 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated I’aper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: : 
3 Monthe, 1s. 8d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stam ps or P.O.O028 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“Tuk SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOK LaNe, FLEET STREET, LonpDON, E.C, 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 
—— 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150— 


Will be paid to the nezt-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted ), who shall happen to mect 
with his or her death in @ Itatlway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER'S Harr: 
Howipar" be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident, 
“ALLY SLopeRr's HALF-HOLIDAY” és published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Inaurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 v'clock the 
Svllowing Wednesday morning. 


GIRLS UNCLE BOFFIN'S ADVISED. 


Nunkey said she would romp in with first prize in the procession 
scene at Drury Lane without a doubt ; at the same time he thought 
she was completely giving herself away at the price. 

——~9 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


se 
Scenr—Fite o'clock tea, 
Firat Sireet Girl Friend. Do you take cream, dear? 
Svcond Sweet Girl Friend, When! can get it, love ; but as I sce 
gou haven't got any, milk will do this afternoon. 


s 
Indiqnant Cinderella, You playing the Prince, indeed! If rou 
didn't diaguise your real age so shamefully, you minx, they'd have 
cast you for the old fairy godmother. 
(And it was all the call-boy and the treo Ugly Sisters 
could do to drag them avart, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


*,° To celebrate Queen Victoria's Reign, the longest in English 
Hlistory, Alias Tootsie Sloper is now designing the 
KING@8 AND QUEENS OF EXGLAND CosTUMES, 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 661.—The “ Henry IV.” Costume, 


AFTER THE FALL THROUGH. 


“ Awfully sorry to joke now, Louie, don’cherkuow, but you're 
fairly frezzing on me!” 
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A DRESS REHEARSAL. 


“Some day, when I'ma man 
“How's that for a beginner, 
Bertie?” 


I shall have horses like dad aud 
swear. It will be jolly!" 


il 


“This ain't the same Old Jom as you usually sells, young man, 
is it?" “Wot d'yer think it is, mother—some o' the kittens?” 


Saturday, December 26, 1996, 


BALLAD OF THE MISTLETOE. 


In the Lan; of Flowers, the ification of Mistletoe “ 
= dimeuttieg” fo—*T curmoun 
I L.OvEn her, my spirit, my soul. my queen 
‘ With the uttermost love of me: : 
But the obstacles—plague on ‘em !—hung between, 
Oue of ‘em. two of ‘em, three! 
I met her in August on Margate’s strand, 
And my life-long happiness lay 
In the palm of her 3.and she made a boli! stand 
Out-ngainst me——till Christmas Day ! 
Then it's Hi-Gee-Ho for the Mistictoc ! 
The Mistletoe fair to sec! 
For the Mistletoe wrought me 
The magic, that brought me 
Aly love to the arms of me! 


The first great obstacle, so she said, 
To our joining of hands, we two, 

Was my habit of piling high over my head 
Huge debts—as we young men do! 

The next great obstacle, so she cried, 
Was my sest of John Barleycorn : 

And the love-darts I tried fel —_ fell wide, 
Until Christinas Day i’ the morn 


Then it's Lli- Gee-Hu, ete. 


Yet these twin obstacles, sighed my love, 
She were fain to forgive, forget : 
But the third one, out and away above 
In the sou! of her scorn was set. 
My fondness for tlirting with other fairs—— 
F neyo she “oe me that ? che nay! 
' er car was to my. pleas, my prayc 
Till the morning o! Christmas Day! sh iach 
Then it’ Li-Gee-Ho, ete. 


Three long lone montha, in the night's dull hours, 
O'er n loved one lost { moaned : 

Then a booklet, called “The Language of Flcwers, 
Was to me by my hostess loaned. 

And I looked therein, and therein I read, 
What the MISTLETOE signified : 

And. “I'll learn me this lesson, please God !" I said, 
« Ere the dawning of Christmastide !” 

Then it's Hi-Gee-Io, cto, 


Three weeks, three weeks, from December First, 
Did I ponder the lesson well : 
And sudden, as Yule-bells chimed, I burst 
On the sight of my bonnie belle, 
And kissed her hard 'neath the mistletoe bough 
U the morning of Christmas Day ; 
And my love knew then—as MY WIFE KNOWS Now— 
That my vices had passed away ! 


So it's Ili- Gee-Ho for the Mistletoe! 
The Mistletue fair to see ! 
For the Mistletoe taught me 
The lesson, that brought me 
M Aly bride tu thearms of me! 


A DESERVING CANDIDATE. 


Much-Pestered Householder. Want a Christmas-box, eh? And 
who may you be, pray? 
Applicant, Me, guv'nor? Why, I'm the gentleman wot serves 
you with cat's-meat. 
ee 


WANTED, A NEW DICTIONARY. 
By NUTTALL JOHNSON SLOPER, LL.D. 

In considering the relative merits and demerits of the massive 
tomes bequeathed to posterity by those eminent lexicozraphers 
who have striven to classify, annotate and expand the intricacies of 
the language spoken by the inhabitants of these happy islands, I 
am led to marvel that each and every one of them should have failed 
to recognise the real goal that should have been aimed at. Their 
dictionaries are not understood by the man inthe street. They do 
not meet his requirements. They omit just thoxe phases aul 

thrases which he desireth to study and become conversant with. 

o lexi her has yet fathomed this simple truth. A new 
English tionary is required, one that shall embrace the 
beautiful idioms and everyday expressions which are racy of the 
soil. but have yet been left unchronicled, 

Let me instance a few cases in point. Let me instance o fiw 
sturdy Anglo-Saxon words which are either unrecorded or wrougly 
expounded : : 

Rluomera.—Cloth trouseringa, cut ala knickerbocker, worn by 
Indies who either have a mannish tendency, or good legs. “To 
make a bloomer” is not to be taken as meaning “to make a pair 
of lady's trousers,” Oh, dear no! “To inake a bloomer” is to 
make a bally awful error. Therefore ¢/oomer also means kis-ing 
the new housemaid just as the missus opens the door. Ploomer 
also stands for a celebrated football player. of Derby county. __ 

White Satin.—This commodity is not the material familiar in 
the wardrobes of Indies with long purses, It isthe compound that 
wrestles with indigestion for the honour of the colour of SLorei:'s 

»ro 8, ; 

, Ouf.—This word means dinarley, rhino, mopuses, spondulicks. 
brass, tin, cash, money. The English language is remarkably 
ak Oof is’an unknown quantity sometimes. Lack of it, 
means sinking of spirits. A ere wy of it frequently possesses 
the same meaning. The Oof-Bird is an animal that sometimes 
sings and sometimes fails to. He is not to be depended on. He 
is supposed to be of Semitic origin, in fact, the Jews have taken to 
wors ping him since they did away with the Golden Calf. 
Many Gent les think they are good judges, ‘ 

Spoof—Arthur Roberts knows more about this word thin 
Doctor Johnson ever dreamed. It is an ancient Egyptian mystery 

me, played originally by the serpent in the Garden of Kalen. 
five was the next player, and then Cain kept it in the family. 
General Booth, Ikey Mo, and Arthur Roberts are the present 
champions. ae ane 

* Arf-a-no.—An expression used colloquially, signifying * Don't hi 
in such a darned hurry.” The White-Eyed Kaftir and James Fawn 
both claim to have acclimatised the word. The best thing to do 
would be to canonise both individuals. Nobody nowadays sys 
“ Pardon me,” or “May [ call your attention?" They sim ily 
elberoum “*Arf-aemo!” and thedesired period of time is readly 
granted, K 

Now we sha'n’t be long.—An idiotic phrase firmly embedded in the 
vernacular. I]t means that, in all probability, we shall not now be 
detained for any indefinite or unnecessarily lengthy period. . 

Johnny.—The common or garden _Jackanapes, most frequently 
found in Piccadilly or Leicester fare. Harmless, but very 
irritating. Use Keating's when troubled by the specics. 

On the looac,—This term signifies how SLOPER spends his days. 

On the tiles.—This term signifies how SLOPE spends his nizhts. 

On the nod.—This term signifies how SLOPER gets his drinks. 


ei. PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


SLOPER’S PILLS 
Cure Liver Complaint, Headache and all Stomach Troubles. 


(Ff YOUR CHEMIST DOES WOT KEEP THEM, SEND Qdo. 1m STAMPS TO 


GURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet St., London, E.0. 


AND A BOX WILL BE SENT BY RETURN 


Saturday, December 26, 1896.) 
AN EPICURE. 


Voice from behind the Twopenn'orth, Well, this is ripping! 
Here, Mary, if anyone calls to-day, say I'm in bed and not 


expected to recover. 
San Ace 


TOOTSIE SPENDS CHRISTMAS IN THE BOSOM 
OF HER FAMILY. 


—_>— 


Ir you refer to what I wrote in Poor Pa’s “Curistmas Hot- 
DAyYs,” you will find that neither Poor Pa nor any of us were at all 
confident that there would be any Christmas dinner at all at 
Mildew Court. 

Poor Va, as far as 
twopence went, had 
done wonders in the 
way of holly; but 
mural decorations 
are a bitter mockery 
when the banquet- 
ing table is bare of 
food. You see, Lord 
Bob, whom Poor Pa 
has hitherto affably 
permitted to supply 
the turkey, plum- 
pudding, cham. 
pagne, and other 
etceteras, had mys- 
teriously disap- 
peared. If he had 
gone to Monte Carlo, 
or to the Earl, his 
father's house in the 
North, where was 
our dinner coming 
from?! 

Evelinaand Auntie 
were the first to 
arrive, and 
wistfully round the 
kitchen. They found 
several beetles, but 
no signs of the Roast 
Beef of Old Eng- 
land. The Dook 
Snook and the Hon- 
ourable Billy were 
the next arrivals, 
and Billy said he was as hungry as 2 hunter. Lardi, Tottie, and 
Nellie came next in. hansom, and the other guests filed in 
rapidly, and looked about for some signs of bottles and glasses, 
There were none, 

Billy offered to help with the holly, and did deeds of daring on 
the step-ladder, until ks came the inevitable cropper. The dinner 
was fixed for six and it was now half- that hour, The 
Dook Snook spoke of being peckish, and Uncle Boffin said “Same 
here!” On this poor Pa produced two gt jugs of table ale aud 
half a large cheese that had been sent him asa present. Ina 
few touching words poor Pa explained that never before had he 
been subjected to such insulting treatment as he had that da 
by Bob, and begged all to fall to on the humble fare. His speec 
hed followed by three cheers for poor Pa and three groans for 


And then the ste let loose on the cheese. You never in your 
life saw anybod$ eat cheese as those people did. It beat a 


. Lump after 
lum Pp 
Aunt 


disappeared. 
presently 
complained of _indi- 
tion. Uncle Boftin 
joosened his lower 
wnistcoat buttona, 
Lilly said he thought 
he should choke. and 
then the sound of 
wheels was heard at 
the door. 

It was Bob at last, 
with the dinner from 
® restaurant, all ready 
cooked, and pipin 
hot. You woul 
never have forgotten 
the faces of those 
assembled, had you 
recn them. Some 
stamped their feet 
with rage, some 
gnashed their tevth, 
some went to the 
Rising Sun for gin 
ani bitters. 

That dinnér! No- 
body could eat an 
of it, though. Good- 
ness, gracious, how 
they struggled! The 
champagne circulated freely, but had disastrous results on the 
top of the table ale. After dinner we had a round game, and 
Rob and _f quarrelled over the dear Dook’x parting salute. Ma 


east das Poor Pa had to be put tu bed, aud was not at all well 


The ever gallant Dook. 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOL!IDAY. 


THE POET’S GHOST. 
(A TWO PART PLAYLET). 


a 
Part I.—THE GHOST INVOKED. 


ScRXF—A humbly furnished room in a cheap Flat, Tom 
MERVYLLK discurered in an arm chair and a reverie. In hia 
hand are seecral letters which he presently glances over again 
and throws into the fire. Time—Christmas poo 


Tom. i Deeply regret etc., ete.—but Poetry is a drug in the 
murket.” Ah! the old wheeze, almost as old ‘as this coat and its 
etceterns. Poor old friends (regarding his clothes), My luck's 
dead out and on I've tried everywhere and everything, God knows ! 
(bitterly), But what docs it matter since she—but there rin) 
why blame her? I never told my love! No! thank heaven’ | hix 
more sense than to do that—for what prospect hadI?) “A drug in 
the market "—Ah! if she only knew—(knuck at the outer dwor), 
Who's that?) (Opening door), 

ALGERNON GLIMPER (in excitement and outside door), A 
merry Christmas, old fellow. May I come in? 

Tom. Oh ! it's you. Glimper, is it? Comein? Why of course you 
may, as long ns you don't expect too much in the Lucullus line. 
Jkeep my Christmas on New Year's day—or thereabouts. sit 
down. But what is the cause of this midnight invasion? This is 
“Flat” Burglary with a vengeance. 

ALGERNON, Ha! ha! “ Flat "-Burg—good—But talking of flata 
I'm Va—l'm—in—in— 

Tom. In debt? 

ALGERNON. No... in love. 

Tom Oh ! is that all?) Don’t worry. It will soon pass off, 

ALGERNON. But I don’t want it to pass off. 1 want it to 
Temain—remain for ever. 

Tom. Large order. Why not see a doctor? 1 know one who— 

ALGERNON, Pshaw! . 

Tom. No, Simpkins. 

ALGERNON. Rats! How's business? Anything turned up yet? 

Tom. No! But I expect my toes to do so soon. 

ALGERNON, I'm still hoping to arrange that appointment I 
promises, to try to obtain. Meanwhile (wacasily) meanwhile— 

Vell, look here, you are a poet— : 

Tom. It's evident yow are not a publisher; or you wouldn't make 
such a rash statement, 

ALGERNON, Well I may ven that, ina manner of speaking. 
J am, as [ hinted, in love. 1 “h't smile—you perhaps don’t know 
what that passion is yet. But perhaps you will aud then you'll 
kuow how I feel, eh? Now shes romantic. I'm not. She loves 
poetry. Jcan’t grasp it. But I believe she won't really consent 


t 
to be mine until festa fact. until [ write something. 
You——Great Scott! Our Laureate sill have a rival now. 
It won't hurt you 


Tom. 

ALGERNON, I'll you what I want you to do. 
aud ét may do me a bit of guod. 
I shall seem inore sympathetic, 
don’t yon know. ‘Besides we 
shan’t quarrel about terms. We 
are old schoolfellows, There's 
& tenner to go on with. You 
dash me off a few poems, odes, 
or what you call ‘em. I'll copy 
‘em out and then .. . then [ 
shall have written them, Shan't 
12 That's fair enough, eh? 

Tom. Yes, J suppose all's fair 
in Love—and Poetry. 

ALGERNON. Of course, Pe- 
sides, old man, 1 really do love 
that girl with all my heart and 
soul — only I can’t express it 
properly. A few poems anid 
sentiments may help, So (put- 
ting on hat) dash me otf, say, a 
few sonnets and things. 

Tom (rather amused). Would 
you prefer them addressed to 
the lady's eyebrows? If so : i 
please describe your—I mean “ There's a tenner to go on with.” 
her eyebrows, 

ALGERNON, Well T don't know that J can—but—ah! happy 
thought! here's one of her photo's. You'll want that for 
descriptive purposes (giers him plee in envelope), Keep it by you, 
I've got plenty more about me. Ta! Ta! I wish you and I could 
have spent Christmas together—or “Yuletide” as you pocts cull 
it. But I’ve promised to spent it at her people's. Solong! ( Fzit.) 

Tom (selva), It seems playing it a bitlow down. But what's the 
use of Puetry, if it cannot rf the time of need help to find me in 

revisions? So here goes, But first to take measurements of the 
huly's eyebrows, (Opening encelope) Great Heaven! What's this? 
Her face—and lovelier than ever! And I have undertaken to write 
love poems to her for him! (Taking up the bank note) And yet 
why not! She doesn't know that J love her; or that I dabble in 
this sort of thing. Besides if I can't marry I must eat, and I 
must pay rentand I have no kind friend to put me on the Civil 
List whether I deserve it or not—and I promised him too,— 
(site) It's no use going to bed yet. 1 sha'n't be able to sleep—I'll 
work a bit. (Pause; starts tu swrite) My hand quite trembles— 
( panse)—or—is it my heart? (sighing) Ah !—No!—that’s 
Sbourd-thatie-<¢ left scribbling as the Christmas Bells ring out.) 


Part If.—Tux Guost WALKS. 

SCENF.—The Grounds of Algernon's draplce House. Time, Three 
months aster, Tom discovered in better fettle outwardly but 
apparently worse off within, 

Tom (impatientiy). I wonder how long Glimper will be? He 
wrote for me to come and on arrival 1 ouly tind this note, 
jeer) 1 suppose he wrote that himself. Bah ! whata baby lam 

oming. What I did for him was a bargain and he well paid me 
for it. Besides he h:s since got me the gi wees an he promised. 

Even if I still cherished any love for Clara—that is eed love 

worth mentioning—she has given her heart to another and—why 


——— 


ANCIENT CHRISTMAS CUSTOM. 


Bringing in the Yule Log. Tt was old Miffin’s idea, and he was awfully proud 
of it. Mrs. Miftin’s only comment was “Silly owl" ! 


ail 


should T complain? Good old Glimper! (Reade letter he has 
been holding.) Dear old chap—just call -d away for an hour, 
Wish me joy, I have at last con- 
quered my conqueror, She has 
named the day. That ‘ pleading’ 

m of mine (or rather yours) 

id it. I found her in raptures 

over it. I have just sent her your 
one— ‘Since thou hast pro- 
mised me thy heart, ete.” You 
kuow. It's the best lI—(or rather 
you) have done, Of course, 
youll be my best man. Well 
tix things up when I return _ 
sently. Don't go away.” st 
man? I think not! I'm pretty 
stoical. But I'm not quite So- 
crates at five stone seven. I must 
frame some excuse to tell him. 
Enter CLARA from house. She 
ts pale and annoyed and 
cheeks somewhat nervously as 
she enters, 

Ciara. No, don't come out, 
mamma, _I want tosit downand 
think till—till Algernon comes. 

Then to herself) 1 must—1 must 

rame some excuse to get away before he sees me. I—I—— 
TOM (rising to gv in). Yes, 1 will; neither of them must ever 


% 


Pd 
“Ne, don't come out, mamma,” 


guess, (He and Clara suddenly come face to face.) 
Tom (half to himsel/). Clara Great Heaven! (Then aloud.) 
Miss Ferrier—- 


CLARA (startled—aside), Tom, here! Why—why! How my 
heart is beating and—— (Crumples letter in her hand. An 
awkward pause for a moment, 

_ Tom, I—I'm afraid I rather startled you, Miss—Miss Ferrier. 
You did not expect to find me here. 

CLARA (ix agitation), No, no! 
for so long. 

Tom (confused), No—have we? But, pardon me, you seem faint, 
(Leading her to chair, and about to go.) 


Why, you see, we haven't met 


Ciara. Thanks. 1 shall be better presently. (Aside.) I was 
right, then—I knew it. (Glancing at letter in her hand.) 
‘OM (aside). How pale she looks, but prettier than ever. 


(Aloud.) As you are better, then, Miss Ferrier, I hope you will 
ati ag going. 1 had hoped to find my old friend Algernon in, 
utas he is not-— 

CLARA (aside), His friend! Yes, now—now I scee— 

TOM (returning a little). Kut before I go allow me to—to offer 
my sincerest wishes for your happiness, I—that is—Algernon has 
told me of his good fortune, 

CLARA, His good fortune? 

Tot. Yes, of course ; your engagement, you know. I— Good 
day, Miss Ferrier. (Goengq.) 

CLARA (in agitation), Don't go, please. ( Aside.) 1 must find 
out this pee ago You speak of my reported 

Tom. a? ? Why, I— 

Ciara, We are old friends, Mr. Mervylle. What if I told you 
that this marriage may never take place ? 

Tom. Never take place! Why, A proce has just left me a letter 
saying —— (Loke at letter and then hides it hurriedly, Then 
aside.) Whatam I doing?) She mustn't see that ! 

CLARA (rising). Yes, and he has just left me a letter with an 
enclosure. This pera | per ta him), Do you know the hand? 
Tom (glancing at it). My last verses! He has sent the wron; 
copy. The blitherer! (Juwse. At this moment ALGERNON 18 

seen entering another way.) 

ALGERNON (aside), What's this? Clara colloguing with Tom 
What's that letter she’s showing him? Shall 1 listen? No, it 
would not be right. (Z/e does an, however.) 

Ciara, I say again, do you know the handwriting? 

Tom (confused), Why, 1—that is—I don't quite follow you. 
There must be some mistake. 

Cuana. There was mistake. My poet lover (bitterly) who has 
sent me such ardent verses has this time simply sent me the wroug 
copy. Yours! 

: ALTER EON (aside and partly concealing himeelf). By jove! 
‘m ruined, 

Tom. You said just now we were old friends, That's, of course, 
how you knew my writing again ; for 1 confess it #¢ my writing. 

ALGERNON, Is he going to blab?) And after I've— 

Tom. But you take a joke too seriously. 

CUARA, A joke! 

Tom. Yes, he knew, or thought he knew, that you had a fancy 
for this kind of—of rubbish. So I—chafting ai eee — 

ALGERNON (at back). Good old Tom! What a brick? 

CLARA. You—you caused him to play this trick. 


Tom. It only arose from his desire to please you. But you 
must forgive ins. He believes you have iearned tu love him, 
and—. ; 


Ciara, You plead strongly for him. 

Tom. Yer, for I would see you happy. J who—— (A side.) 
What am I suying? (Turning and sceing ALGERNON). Ah! see, 
Algernon is here. Forgive him, or, rather me. ( Giving.) 

ALGERNON (to CLARA). Clara! he's ri ht ; I do love you with 
all my heart. May | hope— (She nods. They embrace.) 

Ciara (archly). Yes, you are forgiven. But no more poeme. 

Tom (tearing up the one she has handed him), Not much! 
Good day. (Ging. ‘ 

ALGEGHON. stat, old chap. You had my Ietter? (Zlalf aside). 
What about being Best Man? R 

Tom (aside tohim), Good Heavens! man, don’t torture me, Aren't 
you satisfied that you have won her—and that I— 

ALGERNON (suddenly sndersani sy I see, poor old chap, 
and you have won her back for me. If I had only known—— 

Tom. Hush! Shell hear vou. She never knew—(shaking his 
hand)—she never must. (Aleud.) My—ha, ha!—warmest con- 
gratulations, (Atrrently.) God bless you both. (Zhen lightly), 
By jove! | must catch that train, “Good day, (The Ghost 
canishes, Picture.) 


ee 


RATHER A TAKE DOWN, 


Sweep. Wot's that you want, young man— 
Tinkleton Hall, Lord Bigglewig’s place! I'm 
jest a-goin’ up there to sweep the chimbleys ; 
we kin stroll up together, 


412 


MISTLETOE MISSES 
By Our Spoonry Poet, 
No. 2, 


Come, beloved, 1 beseech vou, 
Maiden of abundant charms ; 

Christmas customs let me teach you, 
Here, my darling, in my arms, 


THEN THE BILLINSGATE FLOWED. 


Fishmonger. "Ere y'are, sir, fine bloaters! Fresh 
from Yarmouth this morning ! 
Passer-by, Came on a walking tour, I suppose? 


SHE BAGGED EM HERSELF. 


a 
Old Friend, And what shall I give your little 
girl this Christmas? 
Mrs. Gadabout, Oh! give her another aigrette— 
I'm weuring the one you gave her last year still. 


HIMPERENCE. 


“Wot say ?—cycling takes the wind out of you? 
*Ave you been punctured, guv'nor /" 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


MORE HEARTLESSNESS ON THE BROWSIDE. 


(1) Since being inoculated from Swine’s Bull “ Dan,” the Laird has been capering 
about in a reckless fashion.—(2) Se, McParritch was deputed to stalk him with 
a few French naile—(3) And the Laird said, “The dream o’ me life is 
done—instead of a bull, they've turned me into a wretched porky-pine— 


and Christmas, too!” 


[Saturday, December 26, 1896, 
BUT IT MADE IT WUSS, A Lor, 


Yoo 


\ef AE Sage 
The Hon, Sammy, Our marriage can't come off, 
my silly ol dad's got engaged to your sister, 
Gertie (of the Sisters Thintites). Oh, that's all 
right ; that's only our stage name, she's my daughter 


really. 
BEWARE OF THE MiSTLETOE BOW Wow. 


mistletoe in her hat. 
[A.S. has been laid upwith a bad nose, the result, 
he says, ofa fall, Can it b——!? 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—DR. BARNARDO. 


A contemporary, speaking of Dr. Barnardo, remarks: “Thonsands 
of children, who but for his philanthropic intervention would inevit- 
ably drift into cme, pa through his hands.” “How true!” 
ty og A. SLOPER during the absence of Mrs. Sloper, away ona 
visit for a few days; “Even my cherished offspring, should 1 be 
snatched away in my prime, might, bereft of a father's loving care, 
drift into crime!” And the Champion Bread-winuer thought of the 
little luxuries he was able to indulge in before the family came, 
“My son,” said he to Alexandry, “I am going to interview Dr. 
Barnardo, Would you like to go to Canada? "——(1) The boy 
grasping the situation promptly, arming and barricading himself in the 
attic, breathed defiance ; not, however, before he had given the tip to 
Jubilee, who immediately climbed up the chimney,——(2) And was 
not to be tempted down with a bribe of a halfpenny for goodies, 
“Nought, then, remains but the Twins,” said A, SLOPER ; and he 


dressed them in old cast-offs and led them forth.—(3) “Well, 
Doctor,” cried he, “I've come to interview you, and not empty 
handed, Here are two little orphan waifs I picked up on the oe 
here.” “You are a good fellow, SLOPER,” said the kind-hearte: 
doctor. “When will they start for Canada?” enqu:red the F.0.M., 
with some anxiety. “A ship sails to-morrow morning.” oy ou can 
start one this afternoon, I suppose? Well, no matter. Good-by rt 
Heaven bless you!” “Stay!” cried Dr, Barnardo, “you haven | 
interviewed me!” But the other was out of hearing. To A. SLOPER : 
consternation he found his good lady had returned earlier than vai 
expec And was in the act of tearing her hair, for Alec hae 
told her all. “Wretch!” cried she, transferring the tearing to her 
gpouse.—(5) Fancy his anguish when he discovered his three 
cherished hairs ree been torn short off. An hour later the Twins 
little noses were being flattened against the maternal bosom. 


:——(4 
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Gena: Cynrgast (6. A Friend in-(ecel 
p F : oe OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 

'y try to nil in this great match, The th contrived a win to snatch :—Two great exponents of the game, Who both are widely known to :—A lot 

of first-rate contests keen, May at the German Gym. be seen:—A Merry Christmas to you all, The young, the old, the great, the peer Te joe Barer 

seem to lurk At last for this outrageous Turk :—'* Not me/” the maiden said, “no, no!" And thus the young man's tale of woe:—From Odessa, I'm glad to 


see, The “ famine corn” is sent freight free——_THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 
63 Sy a Ree 
t +: R a 


<om= 4 
re * 
4, ill 


*,° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive 
photographs from those of her friends whuse 
portraits have not yet been inserted, 


“fp TOOTSIE'S FRIBNDS. 
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Visitor to School, Hello, sir, 
what are you doing up there—been 
naughty, hey? 

Adolphus, Oh, no, sir; this is Rees ¥ na aa 
what they call the “ higher educa- You'll know me again when you sce me? No, 
tion”! my dear, I sha‘n't. I shall look the other way.” 


; Near-sighted Old Party. Well, there! I've 
heard of the new woman, but I never thought 
they'd go so far as to actually wear the tr— 
Ah. thank heaven, it's only her sash! 


A PRIVILEGED CABBY. YE MISTLETOE. 
(With the accent on the TOE.) 


No. 474.-Miss MARGARET ALYMER. 
“Tall is my love and stately as a queen.” 


. MUCH TOO MERRY CHRISTMAS. —The Dook Snook. 

choice selection of Christmas jimj “For I have loved since first I gazed upon her “ Here, miss, I say, this is only my bare fare!” . 

mciched from life by Our Onn Special {Seuteh. ) peerless beauty.” —Lord lob, “ Bare fare'’s quite right, Can't you see I'm in Characters. The yparlour-maid, 
m Jammer “I worship with blind adoration.”— Zhe JJon. Billy. evening dress /” Master Tom, and the governor. 


414 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


_—~.-- 


A Merry Christmas everybody, 2 Merry Christmas and a prose 
perous New Year, The Ancieut is uo growling evnic, he loves to 
make merry at 
Yuletide, to drain 
tie Wassail bowl, 
und to see joy and 
happiness around 
him, A brimming 
bumper to | the 
vlidsume day, 
then, and dont 
forget that 
“ ALLY SLOPER'S 
CHRISTMAS 
HOLIDAYS" goes 
n long way 
towards = making 
the season the 
time of mirth and 
festivity it should 
P be. =e 


L PERS | _IN the language 
CHRISTMAS i 7. Aunt el eppee 
HOLI DAYS was gh can 


merchant, of Post 

Office Buildings, 
Todmorden, ‘aa been and gone and done it, Fred, with an eye to 
comforting the human interior, has produced Sloper's Slue Gin, 
and if the palates of the inmates of Mildew Court are worth a 
twopenny d— ahem! a big future is in store for it. To the 
inhabitants of England, Home and Beauty, we pass the straight 
tip—Sumple Sloper’s Sive Gin, a 


s 
THE “Sloper Warrant” has been granted to Messrs. Ross & Sons, 
of St. James’ Street, Brighton, those fortunate gentlemen being 
appointed Shirt Makers to A. SLOPER, The Old Man’x New Year's 
trousecan has made the firm extra busy, and it’s been an unusually 
anxious time for them lately, 


‘) 


. 

WHILE Mrs. 8. was taking the Twins out for an airing in the 
family perambulator a day or s0 nck, she was compelled to call 
in at the Cow and Whistle for a little cin and peppermint. On 
resuming her journey a suety-louking youth in the butcher line 
greeted the good lady with “ D'yer, wot is it, mum—a motorcar?” 
The SLOPER pram is certainly prehistoric, but hang itall, you know, 


As was only tobe expected. Richard 777, ia another big triumph 
for Sir Henry Irving, Things ure always done perfectly at the 
Lyceum, and the 
present production 
Increases our greatest 
actor's fame as 
tragcdian and mana- 
ger. Could the shade 
of Shakespeare re- 
visit this earth “ for 
one night only,” 
what an eye-opener 
in scenic decoration, 
artistic mounting 
and perfect stage 
management it 
would get at the 
Lyceum! - 

. 


Miss Hevexa 
CUNNINGHAM'S 
Soirée Musicale. on 
Wednesday, the 16th, 
at 3 Upper Berkeley 
Street, W.. has added 
to that lady’s reputa- 
tion, Special men. 
tion should be made 
of the singing of 
Madame Isabel 
George, Mr. Arthur 
Oswald and Mr. 
Norman Alston, The 
Dulchen Trio dis. 
coursed sweet music on the violin, violoncello, and piano, and 
Miss Ethel Cunningham and her pupil, Miss Gipps, so captivated 
A. SLOPER with their Danse a la Cour, that Mrs, 8. had to put 
the street door key down his back wheu he returned to Mildew 
Court to quict him. + 


A CHRISTMAS progranime of mighty strength is billed at the 
Empire. Don't forget to sumple it. 


* 

AT atime when the big heart of the British nation is sick with 
the murderous tyranny of the Sultan of Turkey, it is _plensant to 
reflect upon the freedom enjoyed by the jnhabitants of this right 
little tight little island. We ave all freemen here, but there is 
one Freeman in the Kennington Pack Road who stands out from 
anongst us, and he is—well, he's the proprietor of Frceman's 
Chlorodyne, *,° 


Tuk Ancient found the usual capital programme when he paid 
a long delayed visit to Collins's the other night. Would that he 
had power to enlarge 
upon all the good 
things he saw and 
heard. Harry Randall, 
whose godlike form 
und features our artist 
has cleverly limned, 
was very funny in his 
newest song, “There 
isn't many wives like 
mine.” Jenny Lyun 
ave & firat-rate turn 
and vividly recalled 
the mannerisms of the 
lite lamented Bessie 
Bellwood. Katie Clay 
«dlanced neatly, Arthur 
Alexander had a 
screaming ly funny 
song, and Tom Cos - 
tello, Syd May, and 
Mr, Walter and Mixs 
Edie Casson in a well- 
acted sketch, he!ped 
out an enjoyable eveu- 
ing’s entertainment. 

s¢ 


s 

THE Moss Grown 
Fabric has this day 
conferred the “ Award 
of Merit” upon HARRY 
HEARNE, because he's 
Cape Town's favourite comedian, “Good on yer, feyther,” shricked 
the Azure Orbed, “'Arry’s the hacme o' retinement, yet as funny 
as they make ‘ein, The Jameson excitement won't be nothink 
to the feelin’ this "ere Award ‘ull create in South Africa.” — But an 
ominous glitter inthe Agéd’s eye now became apparent. and warned 
by experience, the Blue-Eyed tied from the impeuding wrath. 
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SLOPER'S DANCING ACADEMY. 

PINKTITR VILLA 18 NOW ONE OF THE SIGHTS O° LONDOX, 
HOLLY AND MISTLETOR ALL OVER THE SHOP, AND A 
RUNNING RIVER OP KEFREsSHMENTS TURNED ON ALL 
DAY LUNG, 


No. 23.—The Hon. Lucy Fullalove doing the “ Wafty Waive.” 
There’s a rare Boxing-Night flavour about this dance, according 
to Signor Sloperiui. 


VERY LIKE A WAIL. 


And the touch of the ‘tenner’ he’s ramping me for, 
Will never come back to me!” 


He 


FORM AT A GLANCE. 

CuipPy didn't faintly describe how off-colour he felt. Me 
looked like a ha'porth of soap after a hard week's wash hung out 
to dry in the rain. Ina faint, weak voice he called for his 
matutinal “livener,” and the other customers, who were familiar 
with him, looked on pityingly. When the liquor had travelled in 
the direction popularly considered most advantageous to the pur- 
chaser, one of the old chums thought it safe to speak. 

“You seem to be a bit off song to-day, old man? I should say 
you're about the limpest specimen to be seen ontside a laundry.” 

“I don't look very elastic, eh?” said the seedy onc, dejectedly, 

“Elastic? Not much!” 

“Ah!” he sighed, in a reminiacent and half-dazed manner. “I 
wish her brutal father had only noted that fact last night. The 
old brute chucked me out o’ the first-floor window, and I didn’t 
bounce for nuts!” 

a 


A SUNNY NATURE. 

Somr fellows are always cheerful, always sunny, It's a delight- 
ful trait in their characters, and yet we're not absolutely certain 
that it doesn’t lead to the mopping-up of much unnecessary tonic. 
Take our valued occasional contributor, Phipp. Phipp could see 
fun in his own funeral! At a certain resort, where visitors much 
«lo congregate, Phipp was speaking eulogistically and affectionately 
of his accomplished father. As he went out an elderly stranger 
stepped up and remarked, “ Pardon me, sir, but do you know I 
knew vour respected father when you were a boy? ’ 

“Did you?” yelled Phipp, in an ecstacy of delight, “Why—so 
DID 1?) What a deuced strange coincidence |” 

And then, of course, they HAD to have another drink ! 


———+6- ——— 


SNAIL A LA MODE. 


{An attempt is being male to introduce the so-called “Toothsome Snail” 
into Enyland as au article of dict.) 


A_ USEFUL 


a i] 

ewe ? Johnnie is the 
snail, 
For one can 
always trace 
his trail— 
For that he 
shows 


Where’er he 


goes, 

Although his 
going’s quiet. 

And we 
Jove the snail 
(or slug) 

Because his 
manner is so 
suug, 


Must now with vin 
All order him 
As article of diet! 


The slimy enail (or “oddmadodd") 
We love to see in patience plod ; 
And minus wrath 
Along his path, 
F’er in his race a winner, 
Put, though for his success we wish, 
We do not wish him ina dish 
(As Frenchmen love 
All things above), 
As hors d’ceuvre to our dinner. 


who 
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BEZER. 


— oe 


CHAHTER IX. 


Bezer breathed freer when he got tothe bottom of the stair, a1, ! 
his back finally on the friends of prisoners. As he look 
back over his conversation with the two people who meant wel) by 
him, though their well meaning was undou! ly somewhat 0, “ 
clouded by the general gloom which their raiment and Countenanen 
shed around, he felt that he had scarcely shone in the matt. aiid 
that they might well be excused from considering that they |, ud is 
do with a lunatic or a person who was disposed to scott ‘yt their 
good intentions, His money, too, had shrunk by another sOVercign 
and the capital to furnish forth the joy of youth he had 
contemplated while vet 2 venerable and venerated old nay how 
only amounted to £291 16s., and he felt that he had not ha. ray 
value to any extent for the few pounds that had disappear’, 
unexpectedly, , 
Bezer fvlt that he must be cautious or his money would go down 
too rapidly. He even began to think that it would have been, 
better to have looked for some little investment where it might 


have increased. But then he realised 
that had he invested it ere he had made 
that other contract, the parish authorities 
would have probably collared his cash, or 
rr iarrgortea id not have pepe he rs ” 

it when he proposed to enjoy himself, 
s0 that perhaps under the circumstances 
it was better that he had it with him. 

Then it flashed over Bezer’s mind that 
he had too much cash about his person, 
It was a temptation to very. and he 
reflected that if he carried it all in one 
bundle as he had hitherto done, it might 
he stolen from him. Bezer had a mapes 
thought. He would change such of his money as was in hart 
cash into notes, and these he would secrete about his person so 
that they would be safer, Buzer eutered a banking establishinent 
and carefully counted down his bullion on the counter. No 
difticulty was made in letting him have £5 notes for the amount, 
and when Bezer left the establishment he felt considerably lighter 
in tket and in mind, aa he had his money distributed over 
various pockets, 

As he stepped into the strect he unconsciously slapped a pocket 
where a neat little bundle of ten £5 notes Jay snug, and the action 
attracted the notice of an intelligent looking person who was 
paying attention to the ingoing and outcomings of the customers 
of the bank. 

“That chap has something in his pocket to lose, I imagine,” the 
intelligent person muttered to himself, as he turned in the 
direction Bezer had_ taken, and flashed n sharp look at another 
intelligent person who followed both, Bezer looked in ata shop 
window, and the intelligent person looked megligenily into a 
neighbouring shop window, Then Bezer dropped along the street 
once more, and took a languid interest in a bookstall, and the 
intelligent person also took an interest in the bookstall. 

Then there was a howl und a yelp, and in a second everyone was 
scurrying into a side street to see fair play ina dog tight. The 
fight was in excellent progress, and as the little dog appeared to be 
able to hold its own in the row no one thought of stopping it. 
Bezer had an excellent view of the proceedings and he enjoyed 
ther thoroughly. A dog fight was an almost forgotten pleasure. 

For twenty years he had been too old and stiff to bolt in the 
direction of a dog fight when it occurred iu his neighbourhood and 
besides it was considered hardly decent for a man over eighty 
years of age to take an interest in such matters. Now it was 
ditferent, He was young again, and as he bustled here and there 
he felt that now indeed he had renewed his youth, and that the 
portale with the dark stranger was indecd beginning to te 
enjoyed, i 

Tie intelligent person also appeared to enjoy the dog fisht. 
When Bezer was sueezed in one direction the intelligent person 
mostly always happened to be squeezed in a similar way. At 
lust Bexer appeared to have trod on someone's toes, and that 
person hastily hit Bezer's hat over his eyes. Bezer put up his 

nds for n moment to remove his hat and turned to look for the 
person who had assaulted him, The intelligent looking person 
turned awny from the scene. He seemed to have Jost interest in 
the dog fight, and so had Bezer, for » moment later ks felt his 
pocket and discovered thgt a parcel of ten five pound notes hid 
disappeared from his pocket. 

(Tv be continued next seek.) 


Slappel a pocket. 
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SLOPER S DREAM. 


WANTED A ERICK. 

Ay) 
os, 
Py 


<, 
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ALLY says he heard the 
chimes in his sleep on Christ- 
mas morning : but Mrs. 8. says 
it was the milkman giving the 
urea bell beans. 


Miss Teaser, Now's yout oppor 
tunity, Mr. Smallboy! 


[Of course, he never gut theres 


saturday, December 26, 1896. } 


SLOPER'S UNNATURAL HISTORY. 
No. 11.—Tug . ELEPHANT, 


The Elephant 
is one of the most 
sociable pubs 
(Tut, tut!) ani. 
mals to be found 
in the Surrey 
(Hum! bother !) 
Zoological Gar- 
dens; docile in 
captivity, but 
terrible when 


is one of the 
wonders of crea- 
tion, containin 
forty thousan 
muscles. To pre- 
vent it doing an 
mischief wi 
reg a formid- 
able weapon 
vided b  Nalarn, 
hefore leaving it 
for the night its 
keeper is always 
_ careful to pocket 
the key of that 
trunk. The ele- 
t is an ac- 
complished 
trumpeter, and 
Lord Wolseley, 
ever ready to reform something or other, froma kilt toa camp kettle, 
proposes shortly to do away with army trumpeters and buglers, 
and substitute in their pluce trained elephants. 1¢ is the largest ot 
all quadrupeds, but it was not always so, for in the time of Noah 
it was very little, if any, bigger than a guinea pig (vide the Ark of 
our youth), The elephant is not 2 teetotaller, yet seldom ix over- 
come: but when it ix, by a strange freak of nature, while the rest 
of its Lew tf is us eer ti as s jude, its hind legs are found to be iu a 
isgraceful state of intoxication. 
oe (To be continued, ) 


OUR LADY’S CORNER. 


ConpucreD BY Lavy Dowpy. 


—_——— 


Besinrss WomAN.—You are quite right, the banking system as 
at present conducted is very confusing. The idea of giving one 
a book with a lot of cheques in it, and then the third and fourth 
one you use is returned with a lot of silly initials marked on it! 
and the tradesman gets angry, and things are unpleasant all 
round, especially if your husband is strict in business matters. 
Follow mv example, and refuse to have anything to do with 
cheques, 1 always receive my salary in gold. 

INVALIDE.—irom your description, 1 should jodge that your 
Versian cat, “Shah” (what a cavemingly. original name), is 
suffering from want of exereaée. There are several ways of 
administering this, the chuice depending upon circumstances. 
When my cat to require exercixe my hurband used to take 
her out for a walk with his fox terrier, and though she usually 
arrived home tirst, it always did her a great deal of good ; but 
one day I think she must have lost her way, for she did not 
come back at ail, 


ee 


AFTER THE FANCY BALL. 


“Thish ish the jollicst Chrishmash I've ever spent—bar none!” 


[Ze didn't know at the moment that Mrs, Mc Gutze~ 
was behind the door! 


oe 


FEMININE CARD PARTIES. 


AT a little evening party in a sensible honsehold. where the 
ont-of-date and_ utterly old-fashioned prejudice to a pack of cards 
obtains Not, it is a pretty and withal a wonderful study to watch 
four ladies sit down to a small rubber at whist. 

A quantity of red, blue, and yellow bone counters having been 
equally divided, and the cards dcait, little Mrs. Ramworthy. the 
romewhat youthful bride of the retired Crimean romancer from 
“the Terrace,” leads x small heart. “ Boiled sheep's hearts,” she 
incidentally remarks, “ were her father's favourite dish. The only 
wiy he would eat them was put on in cold water, with a little 
chopped parsley —."" Mrs, Noovorush, whose husband has “ made 
a pile in mining shares,” aska what was led, “Oh! aciub;” and 
she plays. the king of that suit, adding that none but a rery 
unsophisticated cook would put % sheep's heart on in cold water. 
uhey ought to be scraped, stuffed, and—oh ! beg pardon, but she 
pour xpades were trumps, ifow foolish! Yes, she's got a club, 

ut she thought diamonds were led. “Take up your cards and 
Play the hand again,” suggests Mrs. Crammlejunkit, a stout lady, 
adding, “I really don’t wonder you were confused, Emily, for the 
Teese eee Of 0 boiled sheep's heart gives mea chill on the 
iver! You want your baking-dish well-greased with—Queen of 
diamonds? Then who led the knave? Oi! so sorry. There, take 
the six—with veal stuffing, chopped fine—Oh! wasn't it her turn 
= Play? Anyway, she'd revoked, though by accident—and 

Towned off in front of a quick fire!” “We shall claim three 
hier for that revoke,” exclaims Mrs, Noovorush, rather spite- 
fully, as she re-shuftica the pack, adding, “ Of course, tastes differ, 
ut the only way my good gentlemun cares for it is haricoed, with 
pre wine sauce—" “Haricot sheep’s heart!” cries little 
ts, Ramworthy, in tones of horror, “ why it’s too awful to—oh ! 
you had the ten; [ thought it laid with my partner, Then we're 
— in tricks and two iu—no, first scald the heart, removing ull 
Here a roar of laughter, which four men in the next room could 


no longer suppress, burst forth, and the ladies became too dignified 
to play any more. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


oie 

Paris, December 16th, 1896. 
Dear OLD ALty.—A short time ago you did me the very 
great honour—and one I greatly esteem and value—of presenting 
me with your Order of Merit, and conferred on me that mark of 
distinction, “F.0.8.". The other day I made use of the magic 
letters for the first time in the gay city, in filling up the usual 
ofticial form. The attention I have since received ix overwhelming, 

Wishing youa very Merry Christmas, very sincerely yours, 
H, Hewitt Guirrix, 
—— 


POEMS ON PARAGRAPHS. 


No. 96.—Tne Ornaxcr PEEL Nuisance. 
(Sir E. R. C. Bradford requests the public to assist the police in preventi: 
the practice of throwing eragespant ou the posed gaat eal a 
TRE fruit which, more than its fellow-fruits, 
Is equally cheap and cheering, --~ 
Which the palate of peasant and epicure suits, 
Is the height of its heyday nearing. 
Both frolicsome children and grave adulta 
, May be seen through the streets proceeding, 
Enjoying that fruit. Yet much harm results 
From such innocent form of feeding ! 
Harm to the eaters of oranges! No! 
The fault is that eaters, heedless 
Of harm, will their peel on the pavement throw, 
And injuries many and needless 
Are caused, for the slippery golden rind 
Is to treacherous tricks no stranger ; 
And the eaters reck not that. far behind. 
They have laid a long track of danger ! 
When grown-up folks to this practice hold, 
Their folly for words too large is; 
And Bradford's braves will, we hope, be bold 
To make a few pattern charges. 
But the frolicsome little ones, »fter all, 
Are the bulk of the peel-trap-setters : 
And the babes to book we can scarcely call, 
If no better taught by their betters ! 
Let mothers press on the infant mind, 
While fruit-buying pence uey te yielding, 
That the hand which scatters the orange-riud 
Is a weapon of danger wielding ! 
And board-school wisdom, which crams the small 
Frail head to the point of breaking 
With things that are strange and abstruse withal, 
Would a sensible step be taking, 
If it carefully used some pains to print 
On puerile minds an engravement 
Of the harm being constantly done by dint 
Of orange-peel on the pavement ! 


TO BE HAD EVERYWHERE. TWOPENCE. 


ALLY SLOPER'S CHAISTINAS HOLIDAYS. 


Amongst heaps of good things will be found 
A Large Plate by W. F. THOMAS, 


“ALLY SLOPER'S CHRISTMAS BALL.” 


A Full Page by HAL LuDLOW, 
**BOXING NIGHT AT THE ‘FRIV.’"’ 


A Sensational Story by STEPHEN SOMERSET, 


“THE PARK LANE TRAGEDY.” 
A Large Cartoon by W. F. Tomas, 


“ Ally’s Christmas Stockings.” 


A Comic Song by Mostys T. Picott, 


‘A COSTER’S CHRISTMAS CAROL.” 


And dozens of other Festive Pictures and Stories. 


A CLEAN COURSE FOR CLAUS. 
“SweEer! sweep!” from the street was shouted : 

And the three-year-old with a nimble step 
Crept to his mother’s side. and pouted, we 

* Please, ma, please have za shimney swep !” 
“Yow why, you quecrest of all queer boys, 

Do you ask me that?" “ Becos,” said Bertie, 
“When Santa comes wiz ma Kismas toys, 

I doesn’t wants him to get zem dirty!" 

=~ 


FARES WOT I'VE DROVE. 
(THE CONFIDESNCES OF BADGE 0,951.) 
(Continued.) 


“Yous, guv'nor. that was the messige. ‘Kindly oblige a total 
stranger by kicking the bearer down the steps.’ Nice sorter little 
joke to play orf ona 'ard-workin’ cove, wasn't it? Well, it ain't 
orften as I descends to langwidge which ain't of 9 Parlymintry 
variety, but 1 don’t mind ownin’ as I was poscket to say a few 
words as ain’t to be found in Moody and Sankey, likewise Dr. 
Watts. Howsumever, it plainly worn’t no good standin’ there 
a-cursin’ the ‘all door. which the old cove ‘ad ordered to be shut 
in my tice. Soup I gits again, ‘as twopennorth of gin cold at a 
hajacent pub, just to smooth my ruffled feathers, and then drives 
back to ‘ave it out with the bloke wot ‘ad made sich a fool of me. 

“For I was pretty sure I could remember the ‘ouse 'e'd come 
out on, There was one of them horyhentil pots wot ‘olds parms 
in the winder, and thinks 1 to myself, ‘it's odds agin that there 
decoration bein’ removed by the time 1 gits back, and if it ain't— 
well, I'll ‘ave satisfaction for this ‘ere go out of somebody. 

“Well, sir, to come to the point, 1 gets back arter one or two 
more stoppages for refreshment, for, contrarywise to my ordinary 
‘abits, which is strictly suber, I felt a strong leanin’ that day to the 
cheerin’ glarse, Sure enough 1 didn’t ‘sve no sort of bother to 
tind the ‘ouse. There was the horyhentil = pot, and there was 
the flight o' steps ‘as the voung chap ‘ad stood on when ‘e vile 
me. ‘Now,’ says I, as I climbs down and gits a nipper to ‘old the 
mare, ‘now all on yer look out for larks.’ 

“Up I goes and gives ‘em a rouser on the knocker, | The door 
opens and a ugly-faced foutuman wants tu know, ‘orty like, what [ 
wants there . 

“¢1 want to see the marster of this establishment,’ ! ees, * least. 
ways if ‘e's the gent ‘ns done a little bisness with me this morning. 

“It's Mr. Arthur as you requires, 1 persoom, my man,’ ses ej 
‘my master is an elderly gentleman wot never leaves ‘is room.’ | 

“At this moment a door opens, and out steps the cove as ‘ad 
done me, and strolls orf down the ‘all without so much as castin’ a 
glarnce at us. ‘Ho!’ thinks J, ‘that’s yer little game is it, yer 
sneakin’ swindler, tryin’ to make yer eskupe and ‘ide yer ugly ‘eal 
somewhere. But it won't work, my beauty.’ And with that, 

uv’nor—though | owns I must ‘ave hin a bit boozed tu act s0 
‘vaty—L makes a dash arter ‘im, swings ‘im round, and props ‘im a 
right-ander in the eye, a couple on the smeller, aud bowls ‘im 
over like a nine-pin. 

“And then—well, then, guv'nor, rou could have knocked me 
over with a feather. lest if it worn't the wrong man arter all. 


(Tv be continued next week.) 


WHERE 


THC OLD MAN JIGGED. 


Young Splasher. Docs your father object, then, to me mying my 
addresses? ‘ : 

She. Well, not when they are to me, But he gets a little Upset 
when you are go attentive to ma, 


NO WONDER. 

! _ Haroun,” whispered Mrs, 
Youngbride, as she raised her. 
self upon her elbow, and dex. 
terously inserted the other 
h-tween the ribs of her slum. 
bering spouse, * Harold!" 

“Well, what is it?” suddenly 
demanded Harold, savagely, 1s 
he realized that it was no use 
trying to choke her off by 
shamming sleep any longer, 
“don't tell me you've forgotten 
to fasten the washhouse door 
exain, for Cm hanged if 1 gu 
> down and do it, so there.” 

“No, no, it isn’t that,” she 
cried half tearfully, half indig- 
nantly; “there, there, did vou 
hear itagain; Oh, Harold, £ 
am so frightened.” 

“Hear what?” growled her 
husband ; “for goodness sake 
Taura, either tell me what you're making all this fuss about, or liv 
down again and let me go to sleep.” 

But even as he spoke the final word, a sound, weird and awful 
in the stillness of the night, fell upon his startled ears, and went 
echoing through the silent house. A long, wailing, despairing 
grona it seemed, as of some troubled or unquiet spirit in its agony. 

For a few moments, Harold quailed, but to the credit of his man- 
hood be it said, for a few moments only. The hero who had 
charged in the van of his regiment amid the thickest smoke and 
carnage of the Volunteer Easter Manwuvres, was not the man to 
quail even at a moment like this, Slipping from the bed, and 
hastily donning his socks and «dressing-gown., he softly unlocked 
the door and crept cantiously out on the Janding, where, 
afraid of being left alone, he was joined in a few moments by his 
trembling bride. 

Again that awesome, moaning wail, Tt rang out now with blood. 
curdling, marrow-freezing distinctness, dying away this time ina 
proionged agonised shriek, that struck horror into the hearts of 
the terrified listeners. 

With a shuddering cry the poor half-frenzied girl threw herself 
into her husband's arms. “Oh, Harold, come, come away,” she 
entreated. "The place is haunted, I know it is, and g-ghosts always 
a sal ust at Christmas.” ; 

ut Harold was made of sterner stuff. Putting her gently yet 
firmly from him he lit a candle, armed himself with the bedroom 
poker, and descended—yes. valiantly descended to face the super- 
natural foe. ; 

In less than five minutes he was back again, 
and teardrops of pity glistened in his eyes. ; ’ 

“It's all over,” he said simply, “1 was just in time to witness the 
poor thing's dying agonies,” ; 

e anne '3 all over, whose dying agonies,” queried Laura, wonder- 
ingly. 

“The dog's, darling.” he answered, as he restored the poker 
to the fender, “You left that dish of mince-pies vou made to. 
night, on the dresser, and the unfortunate creature devoured 
nearly a whole one.” 


His face was pale, 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


THE New Year's * Eve": Damsel dressed in the fashion of 1897, 
“THE Jtime of the Ancient Mariner”: The /rvst on his “long 
grey beard.” 


SLOPER’'S WEEKLY WEATHER CHART. 


*,* ALL PROPHESIES GUARANTEED BY THE Mb&ETYERINSILOE- 
LANEOLOGICAL OFFICE, 


During the next seven days there will be continuous snow, and 
it would be as well not to venture out without your best Suulay 
coloshes on Cork soles, too, should not be sneezed at. 


ees a cay een oe 


416 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. (Saturday, December 26, 1296, 
THB “FOS.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. A N(ICE) FLO. FIRST NIGHT OF THE PANTO, TOO! 


“Come on, Wuffles, we've been keeping him | 
wailing Stage Manager. Where-on earth did you get a nose like this, Scoggins? 


= c > . 
5 Him, please, is her sweetheart ; he's very é . 
No. t61.—THe Lorp Mayor, F.OS. C path oe and has been foiling around in Seedy Pro, 1's the cold that does it, sir. 2 
“We feel sure that the genial countenance which the snow for a couple uf hours, Stage Manager. Humph ! the cold tea, you mean, don't you? 

thix week sheds its kindly radiance upon our Gallery : 

will be familiar to any number of our readers. We JUST AS THE TIME HAD COME. 

should haste to say that we do not for a moment Ps SANTA CLAUS IS EVER BOUNTIFUL, 

intend to insinuate that any Sloperite has ever made pfs 

the acquaintance of London's Chief Magistrate under 7 ; 

any circumstances other than those redounding aA 


to the credit of the Sloperite. But vur hero is so 
well-known a figure in both private and official 
circles, and is identified with so many philanthropic 
schemes, that countless thousands must recognise, 
with pleasure, his cheery features, and as many 
more have reason to biess his kindly heart and 
endless goodly deeds, Chietly because he's the new 
Lord Mayor, he was created F.O.8,, and the ‘Sloper 
Award of Merit’ presented to him: Nuvember Mth, 
1096." — Debrett Improved, 


Bla couple Bagrng «uy Me poagiinet Married men beware! ‘Tis presible to be presented with twins crew on 
ree es Toppin coming? he might kiss you, Christmas Day. 
you know, , 


GooD GRACIOUS! 
“J really think, George, you smoke the nicest MORE MISUNDERSTANDING. 


tobacco of any man | ever smelt.” [Atuctivns ! 


r is 
‘ e/ 
Wan 7) 


i 


Bloggs, our chemist, has got a new assistant, who 
has just sold twopenn’orth of arsenic, under the 
impression it was a seidlitz powder, “ Master will 
be pleased—J've been so busy !” 


“Bai Jove! your wife looks grand to-night, 
old chap; she pays for dressing.” “ That's where 
're wrong—I have to do that part of the busi- 


you 
Oss, 


Golfer. You've got your Lent fave on carly this f =e 
season, E "Liza. Oh! took. Billy's got a new coat I" 

Skolfer. Well, yours is your own, for you'd never “Yes, what are thore?"” “Sixteen and eleven, madam.” “They come rather high, don't Chrismus, : oe ] 
be such a fool as to burrow it. they?” “You can always cut the tops off, madam.” Chippy. Yus, and ‘e's ‘ad ‘is face washed as w« M. 

London: Printed by DALZIEL & Co., at the Camden Press, 110 High Strect, N.W., and Published by the Proprietor, GILBERT DALZIEL, at “Zhe Slopertes,” 99 Shoe Lane, Flect Stroct, E.C.—Saturday, December 26, 186. ‘ 

s 

4 

6 : 


